CALL  NO   MAN   HAPPY

'But why? ... I only said, very "badly, what everyone knows/

'Don't you believe it,' he told me. 'Our people are far from
understanding the gravity of the situation. You must repeat these
things on the radio for the whole English public, then for the
Dominions, then for America. ., /

Thus began a week during which I talked on the B.B.C. two or
three times a day and sometimes in the night until 2 a.m. I was dead
tired, but I received hundreds of touching letters and visits. Hence
there rose in my mind natural but naive illusions about the efficacy
of my mission. As a matter of fact, though the masses of the people
were filled with good will, the means of helping us were nil. The
divisions that had returned from Dunkirk had left their equipment
in Flanders. Not only tanks, but artillery and even rifles, were
lacking. 'There was not a single division,* Lord Gort was to write
later, 'in condition to fight.9 It was pitiful and terrifying.

One morning Sir Walter Monckton called me on the telephone
and told me the Queen wished to see me at Buckingham Palace. I
presented myself there immediately and Sir Alexander Hardinge
introduced me into the private apartments. The Queen was
infinitely gracious and compassionate. She told me that she in-
tended, that very evening, to address by radio the women of
France and to tell them, not as a Queen, but as a woman speaking to
other women, the share she took in their sufferings. In that interview
with her at that moment and in a setting I had so often described
apropos of Queen Victoria and of King Edward VII, there was
something unreal and enchanting that moved me profoundly.

However at the moment when the footmen, dressed in red livery
embroidered in gold, showed me into the drawing-rooms of
Buckingham Palace, my entire wardrobe consisted of a uniform and
two shirts; my entire fortune of a few francs. At the beginning of
the war I had had all the money due to me in England and America
sent to France so that I no longer had any credits abroad. The news
from France became worse and worse. From the 15th to the I7th
of June I went to spend the week-end at Marlborough, the home of
my friends the Phipps. There I found, as always, the most afTec-
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